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Pm*. Co one hither, Vrtxtis* 

Francis My Lord. 

Pr»»r*,How long ha 1; thou tofcrue,F ranch ? 
Fr<*w/’,f,For(both Hue yeeres,and as tnuchas to 
Paynes. Frareit. 

Francis. A non, anon , fir, 

P rincc. Fiue yeeres » berlady a long leafe for the chinckin# 
of pcwccr:But Francis, darcft thou bee fo valiant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenture, and {hew it a faire paire of heeles 
and runne from it ? 

F rands. GLordfir, lie bcfwomcvponallthcBookesin 
inland , I could find in my heart. 

poinej.Francts. Francis. Anon fir. 

Prince. How old art thou,Fr<w« ? 

Franc is. Yet mee lee s about Michaelmas next 1 {hall bee, 

P tines. Francis. 

Francu.Anon fir, pray you ftay a little, my Lord. 

Prince, Nay, but harkeyou Francis, Got the Sugar thougaueft 
sne,*twas but a penny worth,waft not ? 

Frantie.Q Lord, I would it had beenc two. 

Prince. I willgiue thee for it a thoufand pound , askemee 
when thou wilt,and thou fhalc haue it- 

Paine s. Francis.- . Francis. Avon, anon. 

Prince. Anon Francis ? No Fr4»«/,but to morrow Franc.) 
or Francis, on Thurfeday .* or indeed Fr^r/^whenthou wilt: 
But Francis: 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Icrkin, Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, puke Hocking, Caddicegarur, 
Smooth tongue, Spanilh pouch? 

Francis. O Lord fir,who do you meane ? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftard is your onely 
arinke; for looke you F r^ncts , your' W hite esnusfle doublet 
will iiilley.In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Fraud t. What fir; Paines. Francis, 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not bcare them call? 
S He ere they bath tall him , theCDrarver fiands amazed, not 
knowing which vray te goe, Enter Vintner, 
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nenry wear vm yu. ■ — =** 

Vint- What , Hand ft thou ft ill, and heareft fucfyi calling ^ 
looke to the Ghefts within. MvLord, old fir with halfe 
2 dozen more, are at the dorc,ihaH I lec them in 

prin.Lu them alone a while, and then open thedore:P«’*tf/» 

Paines. Anoo,anonfir. Enter Paines. 

p rin. Sixxa,Falfiaffeax\d the reft of theThecues , are at the 
doore,{hall wee bee merry? 

P«». As merry as Crickets my Ladibut harkeyee, what 
cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer ? 

' come, what’s the ifluc ? 

Pritt.l am now of all humors, that haue Shewed themfdues 
humor a,fince the old daies of good man Adam ye the pupi. 1 age 
ofdiis prefent Tweluc a clocks at midnight. What’s a doeke, 
franeisi 

Brands. Anon , anon fir. , ^ 

PWwe.That euer this fellow flaould haue fewer words then 
aParrat,andyet thefonof a Woman.Hisinduflry isvp ftaires 
and downe ftaires , his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. I 
am notyet of Perceysmwdc, the Hot^nr of the T^orth 3 he that 
kils me (ome 6 or y.dozen oiScotsat a Dreakfaft wafhes his 
hands, andfayestohiswife, Fievpon this quiet life, I want 
work, O my fweet Harry fayes fhee ! how many haft thou-kild 
today ? Giue my Roan horfe a drench ( fayes he )andanfwers, 
fomefourtcenc, an hour after:atrifle,atrifie.I prethee call in 
Falfiaffe, ik play Percy , and ttfat damn’d Brawne flull play 
Dame Mortimer his wife.k*«fl,faies the drunkard : call in ribs, 
callin Tallow. 

Enter Falfiaffe. 

Power. Welcome lacke,vjbcrc haft thou been ? 

Fa/f. A plague of all cowards I fay,, and a vengeance too, 
matyand Amsn.-gjueme acupoflacke, Boy. E re Ileade this 
life long,ilefow netherftocks , and mend them andfoot them 
too* A plague of all coward$,Giue me a cup of facke,rogue^s 
there no vertue extant? 

Pmre.Didftthou neuer fee Titan kilfe a d.ifH of buttfr-,pittte 
full hearted Titan, that melted at the fweet tale of the Sun? if 
thou didft, then behold that compound. 

D 3 pSilfi. 
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